— 


1 r 


_ - - — — _ -_ - — 


J E P HT H A. {k 


42 4 7 


SACRED DRAMA” | 


. 


— —— ä — hdd 
DRAMATIS PERSON: 
| JaeaTHA, 73” 91 PIÞ n13, bis Daughter, 
Zur, bis Brother, os, in love with Iphis. 
STarGz, his Wife, 1 \ SY 72.48 Oprus of Iſraelites. 


WY — 


Who builds upon this ſteady baſe, 


reads no event of fate. 


PART I. $SCEN 
Ze bul, with bis Brethren, &c. 


RxciTATIVE. | | Rucitarive. | 
T muſt be ſo; or theſe vile Ammonites, Storge. *Twill be a painful ſeparation, Jephtha, 
Our lordly tyrants now theſe eighteen years, To ſee thee harneſs'd for the bloody field. 

ill cruſh the race of Ifrachw—— | But ah! - how trivial are a wife's concerns, 
Since Heav'n vouchſaſes not, with immediate choice, When a whole nation bleeds, and groveling lies, 
To point us out a leader, as before, Panting for liherty and life. | 
Ourſelves muſt chuſe. And who ſo fit a man Ats. [ 
As Gilead's ſon, our brother, valiant Jephtha ? In gentle murmurs will I mourn, | 
True, we haye {lighted, ſcorn'd, expell'd him hence, As mourns the mate-forſaken dove | 
As of a ſtranger born z but well I know him; And ſighing wiſh thy dear return | 
His generous ſoul diſdains a mean revenge, To liberty and laſting love. | 


When his diſtreſeful country calls his aid. | SCENE lll. 


And perbaps Gon may favour our requef} 
If, with repentant hearts, we ſue for mercy. Enter Hamor and Iphis. 


Alg. RTI TAT IVI. : . 
No more pour forth unheeded pray rg | Hamer. Happy this embaſſy, my charming Iphis, 
To idols deaf and vain: Which once more gives thee to my longing eyes. 
No more with vile unhallow's airs, As Cynthia breaking from long-dark'ning g 
The ſacred rites profane. On the benighted traveller ; the ſight # 
Endavs. ; Of thee, my love, drives darkneſs and deſpair. 
No more to Ammon's god and king, Again 1 live, in thy ſweet ſmiles I live; 
Fierce Moloch, ſhall our cymbals ring, As in thy father's ever-watchful care, _ | 
In diſmal dance about the furnace blue; Our wretched nation feels new life, new oy. 1 
| Chemoſh no more O haſte, and make my happineſs compleat, | 
Will we adore, N 1 
With timbrell'd anthems to Jehovah due. | Dull delay, in piercing anguiſh, g 
; SCEN II. Bids thy faithful lover langui 
Enter Jephtha, Storge, &c. While he pants for bliſs in vain. ; 
RxciTATIVE, | | Oh! with gentle ſmiles relieve me ; [ 


Zebul. Let no more falſe hope deceive me; 
But Jephtha comes. —Kind Heav'n affiſt our plea, Nor vain fears inflict a pain. 


O Jephtha, with an Eye of pity, look RECcITATIVE. f p 
** repentant *. — = allet. Iobis. Ill ſuits the voice of love when glory calls, | 
rgetful of thy wrongs, redreſs thy Gre, | And bids thee follow Jephtha to the field. 
hy friends, thy country, in extreme deſpair, Act there the hero, and let rival deeds 
Jepbebs. ; Proclaim thee worthy to be call'd his ſon : 
I will--fo pleaſe it Heav'n, and theſe the terms : | And Hamor ſhall not want his due reward. 
If 1 cammand ig war, the like command, 5 Alx. 5 


Should Heav'n vouchſafe us a victorious peace, Take the beart you fondly gave ; | 
Shall till be mine. gp 3 Lodg'd in your breaſt with mine; 8 } 


| Zebul, Agreed, Be A Heav'n, Thus with double ardour brave, + ö 


, Sure conqueſt may be thine. | 
Jepbeba. Virtue my ſoul ſhall till embrace ry REcCtTATIVE. K 2 


Goodneſs ſhall make ms fre Hane: I go j—My foul, ia aby thy command, 


. 
* 


1 +" 
irfts ſor the battle.—]'m already crown'd 
* on x ab . nnd. pr : 
| "or © th t 


ith the vi 
More worth than füme br conqueſt, thou ft 


© Theſe labour: paſt, how happy we 
How glorious will they prove ! 


Whengathering frojrs con 's tree 
Weg the feaſt of love * - 
” 2 * SCENE IVV. 
Jeptha alone. 


RxciTATIvE. 


What gean theſe doubtful fancies of the brain ft 


Viſions of joy riſg in my taptur d foul,, . -.- 
There play awhile, and ſet in datkſorge night. 
Strange ardour fires my breaſt ; my arms ſeem ſtrung 
With tenfuld vigour, and my creſted helm 
To reach the ſkies.— Be humble ſtill, my foul, 
It is the Spirit of Cod; in whole great game 
1 offer up my vow, 
FE Rzxc1TATIVE accompanied. 
If, Lord, ſuftain'd by thy Almighty pow'r, 
Ammon I drive, and his inſulting bands, 
From theſe our long-uncultivated lands, 
And ſafe return a gloriqus congueror jw 
What, or whoc'er ſhall firſt ſalute mine eyes, 
Shall be for ever thine, or fall a ſacrifice. 
RrecriTATIYE. 


"Tis ſaid. | 
LES Enter raelites, Cc. 
— Attend ye chiefs, and with one voice, 
Invoke the holy name of Iſrael's God. | 
Cnonus. . 
O God, behold our ſore diſtreſs ; 
Omnipotent, to plague, or bleſs ! 
But turn thy-wrath, and bleſs ance more 
Thy ſervants, who thy name adore. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE V. . 
Storge alone. 
REec1iTATIVE. 
Some dire event hangs o'er our heads, 
Some woeful ſong we have to fing 
In miſery extreme.—O, never, never 
Was my foreboding mind diſtreſs'd before 
Wich ſuch inceſſant pang. 
| It, 
Scenes of horror, ſcenes of woe, 
Riſing from the ſhades below, 
Add new terror to the night: 
While in never-ceafing pain, | 
That attends the ſervile chain, 
Joyleſs flow the hours of light. 


SCENE VI. 
Eater Iphis. 


RISeIirATI v. 


- | 


To his. Say, my dear mother, whence theſe pierc- 


. £ ing. cries, 
That force me, like afrighted bird, to fly 
My place of reſt? 
Storge. For thee I fear, my child; 
Such ball dreams lat night ſurpris'd my ſoul. 
Ipbis. Heed nottheſe black illuſions of the night, 
The mocking of unquiet ſlumbers; heed them not. 
My father, tovch'd- with a diviger fre, 
Already ſeems to triumph in ſucceſs, | 
Nor doubt I but Jeboyah hears our pray'rs. 
Aix. 
The ſmiling dawn of happy days 
Preſents a-proſpeR clear ; 
And pleafiog hope's all bright'ning rays 
©.» Difpe l esch. gloomy fear; 
While every charm that peace diſplays, 


mow cup bac}Þ bk I. .4c-: 


SCENE VII. 


| Enter Tebul, Jephtha, Sc. 
a ECTYTATIVE. 
| - Zebul. Such, Jephtha, was the haughty king's 


reply. 
No terms—but ruin, ſlavery, and death. 


"Feplitba. Sound the alarm ;—ind to the field, 


FExcunt.. ds ſong of Iſrael, with intrepid hearts; 


ngent on the gde of Ittael's God. a 
nokvs. 
When his loud voice in thunder ſpoke, 
With conſcious fear the billows broke, 
- Odbſeryant of his gread command. 
In vain they toll their foaming tide ; : 
Confin'd by the Almighty Power, 
That gave them Qrength to roar, 
They now contract their boiſt'rous pride, 
And laſh, with idle rage, the laughing ſtrand. 


PART II. 
SCENE I. 
Eater Hamor, Iphis, Cc. 
RECciTATIVE. | 
Hom. LAD —— 2 of great joy to thee, dear 
phis, | 
And to the houſe of Iſrael I bring. | 
Thus then in brief :z—-Both armies in array 
Of battle rang'd, our general ftept forth 
And offer'd bapghty Ammon terms of peace, 
Moſt juſt and righteous ; theſe with ſcorn refus'd, 
He bade the trumpet ſound : but ſcarce a ſword 
Was ting'd in hoftile- blood, eie all around 
The thund'ring heavens open'd, and pour'd forth 
Thouſands of arm'd cherubim : when ftraight 
Our general cried ; „ This is thy fignal, Lord, 
& 1 follow thee, and thy bright heavenly hoft.” 
Then ruſhing on proud Ammon, all aghaft, 
He made a bloody ſlaughter, and purſued 
The flying foe, till night bade ſheathe the ſword, 
And taſte the joys of victory ard peace. 
Cone. 
Cherub and ſeraphim, unbodied forms, 
The meſſengers of fate, 
God's dread command await ; 
Of ſwifter flight, and ſubtler frame, 
Than lightning's winged flame, | 
They ride on whirlwinds, and direct the ſtorme. 
Ain, 
5 Hamor to Iyhis. 
Up the dreadful ſteep aſcending, 
While for love and fame contending, 
Sought I thee, my glorious prize : 
And now happy in the bier . 
Thee, my ſweeteſt joy, poſſeſſing, 
Other hvnours 1 deſpiſe. | 
RxcriTATIVE. 
Ipbis. "This well. | 
—— Haſte, haſte, ye maidens, and in richeſt robes, 
Adorn me, like a ſtately bride, to meet 2 
My father in trivmphant pomp. 
d while around the dancing banners play— 
Ars. f 
Tune the ſoft melodious lute, 
Pleafing harp, and warbling flute, 
To ſounds of rapt'rous joy; 
Such as on our ſolemn days, © ' 
Singing great Jehovah's'praiſe; —- 


Makes ſpring-iime all the year, [Excunt. 


The holy choir employ, [Exevet « 


Ser 


| And leave me to the rack of wild deſpair. 


SCENE II. N 
N RuciTATIVE. 
Enter Jephtha, Zebul, Hamor, Cc. 
5 epbtba. 
Again Heav'n ſmiles on his repentant people; 
And victory ſpreads wide her ſilver wings, 
To ſooth our ſorrows with a peaceful calm. 
SONG. 
Freedom now once more poſſeſſing, 
Peace. ſhall ſpread with every bleſſing 
Triymphant joy around; 
Sion now, no more complaining, 
Shall in bliſsful plenty-reigning, 
Thy glorious praiſe. reſound. 
Zebul, thy deeds were valiant, nor le[s thife, 
My Hamor, but the glory is the Lord's. 
* Alx. f 
His mighty arm, with ſodden blow, 
. Diſpers'd and quell'd the haughty foe; 
They fell before him, as when through the (ky, 
He bids the ſweeping winds in vengeance fly. 
Con us. | 
In glory high, in might ſerene, | 
He ſees, moves all, unmov'd, unſeen. 
His mighty arm, with ſudden blow, 
Diſpers'd,: and quell'd the haughty foe. 
[Srur aon x.] 
Enter Iphis, Storge, &. 
* Tþbis. Hail, gloripus congqueror | much-loy'd ſa- 
ther, hail! . 
Behold, thy daughter and her virgin train, 
Come to ſalute thee with all cuteous love. 
a Ain, 
Welcome, as the chearful light, 
Driving darkeſt ſhades of night: 
Welcome, as the ſpring, that rains 
Sweets and plenty o'er the plains! 
Not chearful day, | 
Nor ſpring ſo gay, 
Such mighty bleſſings brings, 
As peace on her triumphant wings, 
__ _ Semichorus of Virgins. 
Welcome thou, whoſe deeds conſpire 
To provoke the warbling lyre; 
Welcome thou, whom God ordain'd, 
Guardian angel of our land! 
Thou wert born, bis glorious name 
And great wonders to proclaim. 
RECITATIVE- 
i epbtha. 
Horror ! confuſion ! harſh this muſic grates 
Vpon my taſteleſs ears—Be gone, my child; 
Thou haſt undone thy father.—Fly, be gone, 


[Zei Iphis. 
? Ars. | 
Open thy marble jaws, O tomb, 
And hide me, earth, in thy dark womb ; 
Ere I the name of father ſtain, 
Aud deepeſt woe from conqueſt gain. 
Rzc1TATIVE. 

Zeb. Why is my brother thus afflicted? Say, 
Why didſt thou ſpurn thy daughter's gratulations, 
And fling her fcom thee with unkind difdain? * 

Feph. O, Zebul, Hamor, and my deareſt wife, 
Behold a wretched man; 

Thrown from the ſummit of preſumptuous joy, 
Down to the loweſt depth of miſery. 

Know then—1 vow'd the firft 1 ſaw ſhou'd fall 
A victim to the living God. — My daughter 
Alas! it was my daughter, and ihe dies, 


4 


| 


| 
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RxCITATIyN iccrompunicd;” 
Storge. Firſt periſh tbou ; and perith all the world! 
Hath Heav'n chen bleſe d us with this only pledge 
Of all our love, this one dear child, forthes 
To be her murderer !-—No, cruel man; 
Wa. 2 
Let other creatures die; 
Or heav'h; earth, ſeas, and cy, 
In one confuſion lie. k 
Ere in a daughter's blood, 
So fair, ſo chaſte, ſo good, 
A father's hand's imbrued. 1 
RzciTATIVE. -} 
Hamor, H ſuch thy cruel purpo ſe; Ib! thy friet 
Offers himſelf a willidg fatriite, | 
Lo ſave the innocent and beauteous maſde 
b Alx. a - 
On me let blind miſtaken zeal 
Her utmoſt rage 'eniploy; ; 
Twill be a mercy there to kit, 
Where life can taſte no joy. 
| QUvarnTETT® * 
Zeb. O ſpare thy daughter. 
Hamor. My love. * 
2 Recorded finds my vow In hev'n above. 
tor ge. Recal the Tmpious vow, ere tis too late. 
Ham. And think not God delights 
Zebul. \ In Moloch's horrid rites, 
b. I'll hear no more; her doom is fix'd as fate. 
* S EN E TV 


Enter Iphis. 
| RurcriTATIVE. | 
Iphis, Swift flies ſach news; Pe heard the 
mournful cavſe | 
Of all your ſorrows. Of my father's vow, 
Heav'n ſpoke it's approbation by ſuccels : 
G:lead hath triumph'd. —Ifrael is free. 
| Rxc1TaTrIvVEeccmporicd. 
For joys ſo vaſt, too little is the price 
Of one poor liſe.— But, oh! acceptit, Hess u, 
A graceful victim, and thy bleffings ill 
Pour on my country, friends, and deareſt father ? 
Alt. 
Happy they; this vital breath 
Wich content I ſhall refign; 
And not murmur, or repine, 
Sinking in the arms of death. 
RrcIiTATIVE. 
7eph. Deeper and eeeperftill, thy gbodneſt, ehlla, 
Pierceth a father's bleeding heart, and checks 
de cruel ſentence on my falt'ring tongue. 
Oh! let me whiſper it to the raging Winds, 
Or howling deſarts; for the ears of men 
It is too ſhocking—Yet—ave I not vow'd? 
And can I think the great Fehoval reps, 
Like Chemoth, and ed fabled deities [down, 
No, no; Heav'n heard my thoughts, and wrote them 
It muſt be ſo.— Tis this that racks my brain, 
And pours into my breaſt a thouſand pangs, 
That laſh me into madneſs.-Horrid thought | 
My only daughter !—and fo dear a child, 
Deom'd by a father —Ves— the vow is paſt, 
And Gilead hath triumph'd o'er his foes, 
Therefore, to-morrow's dawn--1 can no more. 
CHORUS. 
How dark, O Lord, are thy decrees | 
All hid from mortal ſight! 8 
All our joys to ſorrow turning, OW 
And our triumphs into mourning, | 
As the night ſucceeds the day» 
No certain bliſs, 


a 
we 


- 


No ſolid peace, 


* 


4 


We mortal know; 
Dan etch below; 
_ Yet on this maxim ſtill dbey; 
| 46 Whatever ts, is right.“ ; 


SCENE 1 
Jephtha, Iphis, Prieſts, &. 


RxciTATIVE acc 


ompanied. 
7. H clouds 


And darkneſs, * as is a father's-woe: 
 REctTATIVE. 
A father, offering up his only child 
la yow'd return ay + and peace. 
IR, 
Waft her, angels, through the __ 
Far above yon azure plain; 
Glorious there, like you, to riſe, 
There, like you, for ever reign. 


bl 
. 


\ A 


N 


With human blood, why are you thus afraid 
To execute my father's will? — The call 
Of Heav'n (for ſure it is the call of Heav'n) 
With humble n I obey. 

IR, 

N Pas, ye limpid ſpriags and floods, 
Ye flow'ry meads, and mazy woods ; 
Farewel, thou. buſy world, where reign 
Short hours of joy, and years of pain, 
Brighter ſcenes | ſeek above, 

In the realms of peace and love. 
Cuorvus of PxrzsTs. 
Doubtful fear, and reverend awe 
Strike us, Lord, while here we bow: 
Check'd by thy all-ſacred law, 
Yet commanded by the vow. 
In this diſtreſs, Lord, hear our pray*'r, 
Aad thy determined will declare. 
; SYMPHONY: ] 
. Riſe, Jephtha—And, ye reverend priefts, 

The flaughtrous band.—-No vaw can diſannul 

The law of God.—Nor ſuch was it's intent 

When rightly ſcann'd;—and yer ſhall be fulfill'd. 

Thy daughter, Jephtha. thou muſt dedicate 
To God, in pure and virgin-ſtate for ever, 
As not an odject meet for ſacrifice, 

Elſe had the tall'n an holocauſt to God, 

The Holy Spirit, that dictated thy vow, 
Bude thus explain it, =_ N your taith, 


Happy, Iphis, — ſhalt lives __ 
hile to thee the virgin choir 


Tune their harps of golden wire, 


TEPHTH A 


1D E thou thy bated beams, O ſun, lo 


Alx. 
REci1TATIVE. Laud her, all ye virgin train, 
Ipbis. * prieſts, whoſe hands ne'er yet In glad ſongs of choiceſt ſtrain z 
were ſtain 


[ withold 


L 


And their yeatly tribute give. 
2 Iphis, all thy days, 
Pure, angelic, virgin-ſtate) | 
halt thou live ; and ages late 
Crown thee with immortal praiſe, 
RuciTATIVE ar nied. 
Jepb. For ever bleſſed be thy holy name, 
Lord God of Iirael 
Cnorxvs. 
Theme ſublime of endleſs praiſe, 
Juſt and righteous are thy ways 
And thy mercies ſtill endure, 
Ever faithful, ever ſure. 
$ c E N E II. 
Enter Zebul, Storge, Hamor, Ce. 
| RzciTATIVE. 
Zeb. Let me congratulate this happy turn, 
My honour'd brother, judge of Iſrael ; 
Thy faith, thy couratze, conſtancy and truth, 
Nations ſhall ſing; and in their juſt applauſe, 
All join to celebrate thy daughter's name. 


0 
9 


| 


Ye bleſt angels all around, 
Laud her in melodious ſound ; 
Virtues, that to you belong, 
Love and truth demand the ſong. 
RICcITAT IVI accompanicd. 
Ham. With tranſport, Iphis, I behold thy ſafety, 
But muſt for ever mourn ſo dear a loſs : 
[Dear, tho“ great Jephtha were to honour me 
Still with the name of ſon 
Als. 
"Tis Heav'n's all ruling pow'r 
That checks the rifing figh; 
Yet let me ſtill adore, 
And think an angel by: 
While thus each charm and beauteous line 
With more than human luftre ſhine. 
RrcrTATIVE. 
This. My faithful Hamor, may that Providence 
Which gently claims, or forceth our ſubmiſfion, 
Direct thee to ſome happier choice. 
Duorr. 
Freely I to Heav'n reſign 
All that is in Hamor miae. 
Joys triumphant crown thy days, 
'And thy name eternal praiſe, 
Cuonvs. 1 
Ye houſe of Gilead, with one voice, 
In bleſſings manifold rejoice, / 

Freed from war's deftruQive ſword: 
Peace her plenty round ſhall ſpread, 
While in virtue's path ye tread : 

So dleſt are they who fear the Lord. - 
Hallelczih. 
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